A ripple on the inner sea, which shakes
Those images that on its breast reposed ; A fold upon a wind-swayed flag, that breaks The motto it disclosed.
0 doubt ! O doubt! I know my destiny,
I feel thee fluttering bird-like in my breast!
1  cannot loose, but I will sing to thee,
And flatter thee to rest.
There is no certainty, * my bosom's guest/
No proving for the things whereof ye wot; For, like the dead to sight unmanifest, They are, and they are not.
But surely as they are, for God is truth, %
And as they are not, for we saw them die, So surely from the heaven drops light for youth, If youth will walk thereby.
And can I see this light?   It may be so ;
'But see it thus and thus,' my fathers said. The living do not rule this world; ah no! It is the dead, the dead.
Shall I be slave to every noble soul,
Study the dead, and to their spirits bend ; Or learn to read my own heart's folded scroll, And make self-rule my end ?